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too, and had no wish to be kept by a compassionate wife, and
yet he was touched. So we debated the question in all its
aspects. I shall never forget how he proudly produced a
photograph of himself "to show how I looked with my eyes."
I beheld a charming young smiling face, and the eyes of the
photograph looked at one laughingly. Once with a puzzled
introspective look he said :
" I know very nearly what you look like. I know you are
tall because your voice comes from high up. I know you are
young by the sound of your walk. I know you are strong by
the way you take my arm and lead me. I know you are fair
because—well, because I am sure you are fair ! But there is
just one thing that puzzles me, I cannot imagine how you do
your hair."
I went close to him and said, " Feel."
His hands encircled niy head, he touched my hair and out-
lined it in his mind.
" Ah, it's short! " he exclaimed. " I never guessed it was
short." And then in a tone of satisfaction, " I have seen you
now/'
He married his V. A.D. God bless them both. May they be
happy to the end, the one in sublimely giving, the other in
beautifully accepting this dedication to a life martyred for an
abstract duty.
VI
My passionate pacifism, which was born of fear for Dick's
future, and stimulated by these War incidents, prompted me
to write one day to H. G. Wells concerning an article of his
on education. I thought I could get some direction from him,
for my family were far from helpful or sympathetic concerning
my views. I added in my letter that our mutual and most
beloved friend, Henry James, had long ago refused to introduce
us. H,G. accepted an invitation to lunch. We met in the
street outside the Underground station as I was hurrying back
to my studio to receive him. That is to say, a stranger waylaid
me and asked: " Is this the way to St. John's Wood Studios ? "
and I answered, " Yes, are you Mr. H. G. Wells ? " We both

